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we may reasonably look for even finer works from his pen.
In an age when the whole of Europe is plunged into  a turmoil of elemental  strife,  when  the huge errors of an apparently materialistic age have brought about such dire results, the value of such idealistic and optimistic music cannot be over-estimated.     In our desire to be rid of the music of the heavy German type of Bruckner, the megalomania of Mahler and the risky sanity of Schonberg, we have thrown ourselves somewhat thoughtlessly into the arms of the lachrymose Russians and at the present moment we seem inclined to swallow anything under a Slav patronymic, good, bad, or indifferent, with equal relish.     Our British composers are at the least the equal of those of any other country,  and should be so recognised.     Perhaps this survey of Cyril Scott, the man and his music, may contribute its quota towards such a consummation.tural song birds, out of the very joy of life itself. And surely enough this composer should have a happy time of it. Freed from harassing cares by the thoughtful action of his publishers, relieved from teaching except when he chooses, his life has had no great obstacles to cast their shadows over his radiant creativeness. Not yet at the crest of his powers,f music, to become less special and more fundamental as time goes on. Whereas one traces the music of Chopin to the Polish dances and songs, the music of Vaughan-
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